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absurd, I believe their practice of associating certain
places with tlie names of their great men, such as
Washington^ and Whitman, Lincoln and Franklin,
singularly appropriate. Coming to our Venice, it
turned out to be a pretty little watering-place washed
by the waves of the Pacific with the usual para-
phernalia of cheap restaurants and tawdry amuse-
ment-booths. In England I wouldn't have gone out
a mile to see a place like that, but that afternoon I
had some very pleasant company with me and so I
did not mind going out twenty miles to have a look
at Venice, and we quite enjoyed our Venice, taking
breathless plunges on the switch-back and eating
our " pop-corn " in, the breathing intervals.

That night I left for the Yosemite Valley, but
while going to the station in my friend's car one of
my bags dropped off from the footboard. We imme-
diately turned back, but the bag was nowhere to be
found. I would not have given more than a passing
thought to its loss were it not that among the
contents were my passport, my favourite Byron
with markings of all the varied places it had been
to with me, and a letter Marie Corelli sent me while
in England bidding me Godspeed.  With my regard
for the great authoress, the last was a most serious
loss to me, but the first I thought would launch me
into a series of vexatious examinations when I
reached Japan and entered China.    It is strange
how often we allow our minds to be pestered and
worried by the petty incidents of our life! Half that
night I lay tossing in my berth, conjuring up strange
nightmares of not being allowed to land in Japan